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The Final Match 


Author's Notes: 
This is a short fic posted originally on my Quotev under a feed stories book. This was written for my friend 


Aryal 


He felt the snap. Dero felt his fragile mind finally, finally snap. It wasn't a bad feeling. If anything, it was freeing. 
His mind was finally clear. His head was silent. His mind was his own. With this newfound clarity, he started 
plotting. 


After a quick phone call, he'd arranged a meeting. He would take the knife in his pocket.. And stab Papa 
Emeritus Ill. He was excited and could barely hide his grin from the Swede. 


Emeritus knew something was different. Dero was too happy. It was.. Wrong, compared to his normal calmness. He 


was scared. Terrified There was a sinking feeling in his stomach, and a primal part of his mind told him to run 


After what felt, to Dero, too long, he sprung. He had been watching TV, but his head slowly turned so his 
empty, dark eyes were trained on Emeritus. He saw the man's odd eyes flick to him. Emeritus turned his head, 


his painted face twisted in confusion. 


"Yes?" 


Dero heard the word, but it was far off. Foggy. He didn't immedietly comprehend what it meant. 


"So that you know what it's like to be living in hell" The haunting words and melody escaped his lips. The words 
were slow and quiet, but demanded attention. He watched Emeritus's eyes widen. Did he know? Dero refused to 


break eye contact as his chilling words continued. 


"When redemption has failed," he continued, climbing to his feet. Emeritus shrunk back, panic filling his 
mismatched eyes. Dero drew the knife from his pocket, and with his other hand, grabbed the bottle next to 
him. It was filled with gasoline. With his left hand, Dero unscrewed the bottle. He jerked his hand forward and 
the foul liquid splashed over the cowering man. A short scream ripped from the Dark Pope's throat, but it 
was cut short by another wave of fuel being throwed into his face. 


"| just came back for tonight." His voice was gaining volume; becoming more and more of a scream. "With 
flames in my eyes. To take the final match.."\Nhen he finished this line, he reached into his pocket and pulled 
out a match. His eyes locked to Emeritus as he slowly pulled out the matchbook after the singular match. 
There was only that one match left. The final match. 


Emeritus cried. His tears left lines in his makeup. It angered Dero. Why is he crying? What right does he have?! 
Dero lunged forward and slapped Emeritus, further destroying the man's makeup. 


"AND BURN YOUR MOTHERFUCKING IVORY TOWER DOWN," Dero roared, striking the match and throwing it at 
the smaller man in front of him. The flames caught immedietly. Dero blindly swung the knife in his hand as the 


flamed surged and leaped at him. The knife met resistance. 


Emeritus screamed when the flames raced up his suit. He couldnt escape. The panic, fear, pain, 
betrayal, hatred raced through his mind When the knife was plunged into the base of his eye socket, he finally felt 
the world slip. Hs vision paled, wavered The Swede's last thought was simple. 


‘My reign has ended" 


